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ERMINIA. 



A POEM. 



BY W. G. THOMPSON. 



<< The cold in cBme are cold in bkiod, 
^ Their knre can scarce deserve the name; 

<< But mine was like the laya flood 
^ That boila in Etna's hreast of flame !" 
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lorated in this poem is token fioni the 



Travels of Uie Her. T. S. Hnghes in Sidl?, Gie«ce, and Albania.— 
"ThestoTjCMiyg be) wu related to me b; on aged and venerable 
Turk, whom I had ficquentlj remarked on accouDt of hl« long 
white beard, sitting at the entxance oltbe principal bath, oT which 
he i> pro[rietoi. The onlj daughter of this person wat a woman 
of exquleite beau^, hat fiuthlffsfr to her marriage vowfii the bn* 
ptopde^ of her conduct was frequently represented to her b; her 
Mends, hot wlthontayail; her incontinence became notorlons, and 

to which sndi a course (tf lilb would inevitably lead were repre- 
seniedtobert bat tbb warning was ineflbctual. Hei father then 
deunnined upon the last terrible expedient of obliterating aa finl 
a atain upon the honour of hia Amil;. Accompanied bj his mm 
son, be entered the apartment of this unlbrtonate creatnre in the 
dead of nigfat i the light of a soUtaTy lamp shewed them the ob- 
ject of their visit, repodng In a calm and tronqnll slnmber, as bean. 
tifiilas anangel, andaf^iarentljasliUMceat; the brother started 
bacl^ and would have retreated, but was recalled by bis ISitbei's 
stem command ; tbta incident awoke the unhappy criminal, who 
immediately foresaw their intent, and began to [dead for mereyi 
she clasped the knee* of ber aged parent, and implored his Ite- 
givenass by the memory of her mother his beloved wif^ but In 
vain; the fount of mercy was now closed: not a word elthaof 
^ty or reproach was tetnnedi she was thrown back upon the 
divan, and her last pn^en fbr mercy were sti£ed by her ezeeo- 
tioners under the cushions of the aoU," 
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ERMINIA. 



" TUB broken ule wm all we knew 
<■ Of her he lov'd, or him he slew." 



I. 

The frown is dark on Asem^s brow, 

Ab on his sleepless couch he lies ; 
And burning tears are gathered now 

In doods before his aged eyes. 
And, as the deep si^is pass away. 

With many a pang his heart is rent, 
Which none may know but only thqr 

In whom a parentis cares are blent: 
When many eyes are sealed in rest, 

Whoi many hearts with gladness bound, 
Enfivened by some pointless jest. 

Where gay and ^ddy ^bes resound, 
A father on his kmely bed 

Strives with his warring heart in vain. 
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8 EBMIVIA. 

The floor responds his trembUng tread. 

The broken sobs proclaim his pain. 
And wherefore is the snowy brow 

Of Asem dad in gloomy firown— - 
Why does he quiver— wherefore now 

Stream those big tears so swiftly down ? 
Oh! for his* child his cheeks are wet, 

His darling daughter moves his tears, 
On whom his heart waa fondly set 

To pillow his declining years. 
(All lonely hath the fair one- sped 

Like sylph away to moonlit bower. 
To wait the sweet and soAened tread 

Of Zarb» her swarthy paranour.) 
He weeps in anguisb oV her bed^ 

In fruitless grief"<-*she is not therenp- 
By lust of lawless pasdoii led 

Sbe'U goad her fbher to dtspair. 
And with despair will cdnM a fiite 

Of fear he shudders biit to aane-iii* 
And yet, shall his be sooni and hfttiM* 
A house deq[»sed-«a blighted fiune? 
No .'—better she should earij find 

The doubtful psth she once imiat tread, 
Than Uve and leaive a name behind 
That will not db when she is dead 




ERMINIA. 
II. 

'Tis midnight— and the fair round moon 
Will shed her alvery splendour soon. 
And land, and lake, and lawn, and bower, 
Will shine resplendent in her power ; 
The pallid clouds will pass away, 
And forth will break diat nudnight day, 
Beneath whose rich and lovely light 
So many meet to break and plight 
The blushless vows of lust-firaught truth — 
To blight their souls and mar their youth : 
Oh ! that it should be so— -that here. 
When earth and heaven is calm and dear. 
And when the mind^s own minglings 
On contemplative pnion springs 
To radiant worlds all yet unknown. 
Save what we image by our own. 
Aught here less guiltless should be done, 
Than purest eyes might look upon. 
The clouds have passed— and well I ween 
It is a bright and blessed scene 
To mark, on islet, shore, and sea, 
The Night-Queen in her majesty. 
Oh ! lovely light ! beneath thy beams 
How oft have my young glowing dreams 
Shone out in all thine own soft hues, 

B 



10 EBMIVIA. 

That every gentle heart imbues. 
With gladness I have gazed on thee. 
My hearths best bnghtest jubilee. 
When all beside were wrapt in rest. 
When thy mild beams on nature^s breast 
Reposed like heaveii-descended balm. 
So sweet, seraphic, soft, and calm. 
Alas ! the visions warm and bright. 
That flashed along my raptured aght. 
Have vanished far in viewless air^ 
And left the dreamer to despair: 
Still, still to dream, yet oh ! in vain—- 
To dream of bliss, and wake to pain-— 
To fed each finer impulse swell 
O^er that on which it cannot dwell 
With Vakened sense, on this dull earth,' 
This tomb of brightness— «nd its birth. 
I should have known, indeed, that here. 
Encompassed in this nanrow sphere. 
This life of our^s is but a cheat, 
A brilliant, dark, adored deceit— 
That while we have and hold is flyings- 
While we are safest, fastest dying— ^ 
Leaving us still in wild pursuit, 
Of its unripened, joyless fi'uit. 
And yet ^tis sweet awhile to trace 
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t 

The freshening beauties of the face 

We love, though vainly-— though the heart 

Must bear its unrequited snuirt 

AJl thanklessly, and with deep soom 

May wander far and wide forlorn : 

Still Vi* enjoyment— to behold 

Those graces step by atep unfold- 

Each nameless glimpse we have of truth 

Upon the cherub face of youth-— 

Each hue of mind, each tint of soul. 

Till rich perfection crowns the whole. 

But oh ! while we would bask in brightness, 

Or ere a shadow shades the lightness, 

Some blushless falsehood stealing o^er. 

Removes the rjtys of truth for ever— • 
And all we loved and prized before, 
' Again can cheer us never, never. 
Even as the sun more richly glows 
As nearer comes his radiant close. 
Till nighf s grey glimmering diadows fall. 
And darkness flings his veil o^er all. 

III. 
The moon is bright, at midnight hour. 
On young Erminia's bakny bower. 
And deep within its perfumed shade, 
In all h^ beauty sits the maid; 
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And as she turns her i^arkling eye 
Up to that azure, cloudless sky. 
She seems a ray of starlight thrown 
Within that shade to shine alone. 
And ne^er below did sweeter light 
Relieve the dusky hue of night, 
Than tl^t which beamed in her dark eye 
From that lone bower to yon bright sky : 
Not even the first faint streak of mom 
Across the murmuring waters borne,. 
When the young dawn ^ds the mountains, 
And flings his light in streams and fountains. 
Shining on every spray that stirs 
Amongst his feathered worshippers. 
While glittering leaves and dewy flowers 
Breathe fragrance o'^er his in£ant hours. 
And is it to enjoy the night 

That young Erminia sits so lonely. 
And is it for that beauteous light. 

And for these scented flowerets only. 
That thus beneath the moon^s cold ray 
^e sighs the alent hours away P 
Or is she there a thing of bloom 
Those beds o£ roses to illume. 
To blend her spicy breath with their's. 
And fill the earth with sweeter airs ? 
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And does she look upon that sky 
To draw some hovering angel nigh. 
And bid him breathe such sweets below 
As bowers above could never grow? 
For she who there such radiance flings^ 
Might stay an angel on his wings. 
Till won by balm and beauty blent, 
He failed his errands meix^y-^ient, 
And would all other bliss disown, 
^ To have that bower his heaven alone ! 
Oh ! think it not^-<she came to meet 
Who should ere this have daspei he(r feet^ 
And, kneeling humbly at her side. 
In calmness hear her fondly dbida 
And wdl he might !-*-who would oot knadi 
That chider^s dear caress to feel P. 
Who would not brook her love-ftaught i»e^ 
To gaze upon her eyies of fire— >- 
See ^bmces brightly beat on him 
To which the wild gazelle^s wiere dim ? 
And when the kind reproof was spoken. 
To m&s^, her matchless love, unbroken. 
To read, foigiveness in her. eyes, ' 

And sip the fiagrance of her ^i^is ! 
But yet I;e comes not — still away 
False, crudl Zarl} r why wi|$ tbpu stoj P 
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14 SBMIXIA. 

Art safe ? — ^Oh ! should some fatal dart 
Have found a passage to his heart, 
What then, pale midden, what will be 
Thy sorrow^s sumless extasy ?^ 
Whose every look, whose every tone, 
Was love for him, for him alone— 
Who marked not how the night-winds played, 
If his dear image graced the shade — 
Who heeded not the horrid frown 
That on thy father's brow came down— 
Who, reckless of a brother'^s tears, 
Could snnle upon his weeping fears — 
Who all oould brook by kin and land. 
The fixiwn of ore, the sneer of hind— 
Who, when ihey bade thee tender be 
Of thy poor moth^s memory, 
Did ask them if a matzon's shade 
Would mould a lover &r a maid. 
But hark !— away with darker fears— 
A fidnt and distant step she hears — 
What rustles there amongst the leaves f 
Oh ! that sweet sound !— it ne'^er deceives-— 
'Tis he !— 'tis Zarb ! — safe, free from harms, 
And sunk already in her arms : I 

<< Oh ! love ! and do I clasp thee then, 
^^ And art thou mine, all mine, again ? 
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SBMINIA. 15 

"Where didst thou linger?— oh ! but now 
" The dew of speed is on thy brow— 
<^ Thy throbbing temples plead for rest, 
" And thou shalt soothe them on my breast.^ 
^* Thine ! dearest— aye ! thine only, ever — 
^< What mortal hand may hope to sever 
" These arms, this gloimg heart, from thee-^ 
*^ What power— I rave— it cannot be— 
" As well might children, fix)m afar, 
<< Pluck in their flay each glittering star— 
" As well strike off the ludd light 
" That ^Ids this lovely world to-night, 
" And leave the Ni^tQueen languishing, 
" A lighdess, lovdiess, pallid thing.^ 
He said, and drooped his head to rest 
Upon that fidthiul erring breast > 

And she was happy— her young heart 
Thrilled transport now through every port- 
Within her anns^ soft drde jdaced 
Is all her humble wishes graced— 
She lives but in him— for him— here . 
Earth holds no object half so dear. 
And tins is love ! — yea ! — such his power ! 
The fix)nt of fate may smile or lour. 
But still, in shade or light, will be 
His masterless supremacy !' 
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16 EEMIKIA. 

In eVdy dime, in every change, 
Wherever our fitful bosoms range, 
That master-spring of bliss or woe 
Attends in every scene below. 
The fflAei palace of the brave, 
The squalid hovel of the slave, 
The dimgeonV'glodm, the joyous air, 
In grief, in fe^^ yea, in despair. 
The solemn sage, the maniac vnid. 
The hoary core, the lisping child, 
The untamed savage on his sands : 
Through burning or throU^ freezing lands 
Alike the curbless spirit flies. 
And feeds a^fidme' that never dies ! 

IV. 
Oh! Joy! how swift tlly n&iut^ are, 
Than falHng meteors fleeter far— 
And oh ! more scarce — ^the meteor^s ray 
Again may flash its^ dusky W£^, 
In each suocesidve hour ifiay fall. 
When night and ffllence hbid then: thrall- 
But those luxiuiant lights of thine. 
Once shed, again may never shine. 
And o'er the heart tJrhere they have been, 
In all their momentary sheen, 
Will be in cold funereal gloom, 
The ceaseless darkness of the tomb. 
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EBMINIA. 17 

Now moonlight wanes — ^the young morn, gleams. 
And fast recede the lucid beams 
That lay around on hill and plain^ 
While day the landscape fills again^ 
And deep within the bower discovers 
In dear embrace the sleeping lovers : 
But that soft sleep will not be long^ 
For hark ! where pours the matin-song 
Of those young birds, whose early lay 
Seems farewell to the moon away-^ 
Whoever slept nor Vaked to hear 
When melody Uke that was near ? 
Nor long had >there that music rung, 
Wheu from their rest the lovers sprung, 
And day seemed brighter as the eyes 
Of yoimg Ermima met the skies.' 
But when she tinned their light on him, ^ 
In whose drear absence all was dim, 
There came a sadness o^er her smile 
That even he could not beguile; 
And when she jBrst essayed to speak. 
The rosy colour fled her cheek. 
And what she fondly willed to say, 
In fainting murmiurs died away. 
At kngth her lover broke the spell 
That seemed to bind her tongue so well : 

c 
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18 BBMIKIA. 

^^ Brief parting speech — the sun's first ray 

^< Must see me speeding on my way — 

^^ But, ere his last bright ^eam is set, 

^^ His parting look will see us met.^ 

^ No, Zarb .'—no never— never more— 

^ Our blissful meetings— all is o'e]>— 

<< My father, Zarb ! his harsh decree 

<< Win s^d me far from joy and thee— • 

'^ Last night— oh ! Gkxl !— -methinks even now 

" I see her fiown-r-I hear her vow"-^ - 

*« Her— her?'* 

•<-p<< My mother, love 1— ^last night, 
^ While thou wert wnqpt in slumbers light,- 
•* My mother's form, with phrenzy wild, 
^ Appeared and diid her erring chikU— 
^ And oh ! she wept, long, loudly wept, 
'^ And dofi^ to thy side I crept— 
<< And then,, methought, the very blood 
<^ Streamed fitom her eyes, till where she stood, 
<^ That sweet rose bed, was floated o'er 
^ With rapid rivulets of g0re-<P« 
<< And then, inethought, my angry riie 
<< Approac^ied, and oonyerae heU in ix^-^m 
<' And then I thought %A bark«-aiid shores*- 
^ And awfiil seaai*— — 

<<No moie, no moi^e— 
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BesbteW tbj fdneies, thej^re as wild 
As e^er poor maniac beguiled"^ 
Full oft did fancy forth will spring 
" On wanton find excur^ve wingj 
^< And mdnjr a vision dark add drear, 
<< And many a shape and thing of fear, 
^< In earth, in air, in fire, or flood, 
^< Will rise to chill the dreamer^s blood-^-^ 
^< Our fancies lire a troubled jest^ 
** When godlike Reason is at rest*** 
^^ But then, to thmky in such sweet deep^ 
*^ The very dad diould rise and weepi ?" 
^**Twas ndt^g^^feor not^^faow I dwdll 
<« Erminia ! love !**«6B mght, ffid^weU.*" 
From land afar the Idv^r cas^^ 
With arm of strength mid tKnil of flame. 
For where he dhanced to meet faia birth 
The sccr(^&lg e&u consumes the earth. 
And showers lAs &te ^ sSl #ho rise 
Beneath the radiaifiC9 <]f his i^dess^ 
IBs Kftoagt^ i»where his fflSres had shone^s-f 
Alike woe' s^cfrt And iHibioWni 
Save by a few, wbor migbt not tell 
What, else, they tottld hme told so weB. 
''Twas wUspered^ in Ms native land 
His birth-right was » hing'^s ocuamand-»^ 
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% ERMINIA. 

But deeds of darkness, blood, and death. 

Had ciimsoned him, till the loud fareath 

Of vengeance rose upon his head. 

And what he might not brave he fled. i 

^Twas said. But whether in the tale 

Or truth or slander might prevail. 

Could not be known— the secret passed— 

The speaiker'^s lips had moved their last: 

With ready hand and louring £rown 

The enquirer had beai stricken down — 

And few there were would brave their fate 

By babbling of his former state. 

His port was tall— -his eye and hand 

Moved like the genii of command. 

And not one ruffian of the few 

That yet remained b^ieath him true 

But instant, on his chief ^s desire. 

Would plimge in lake of liquid fire— - 

He was thar id(d — Pleading still 

O^er each opposing obstacle— 

The way was sure, through blood and guilt. 

If Zarb^s dark hand was on his hilt^— 

Brief orison the victim made 

If met by his avenginj^blade— 

Where'er that dusky head, would be 

The nearest path to victory-— .1 nil [ 







EBMINIA. ^1 

Por, hand to hand, his steel had cooled 
The hottest blood ere passion ruled. 

There is a &te more l»ight than all 

That on our mortal state can fall. 

Beneath the banners of the brave 

To fight for freedom— or a grave-- 

To meet the oppxesscMrsliand to hand. 

And drive them forth &(»i-out the land-— 

Or, in the hdght c^ battlers heat, 

To perish bravely at thdr feet. 

With brow unbent, and eye unclosed. 

Though prostrate, still to slaves opposed — '^ 

Till trunk on.trunk in mountains piled '*' "^^ 

Obstruct the padi they have defiled. 

For such a fate—for such a bliss— 

Who would not leave a world like tins—* . 

Who would not meet the battle-call— 

Who would not fight, who would not fall ? 

Oh! it is glorious still to be 

In life— in death — amongst the free ! 

But how my spirit bleeds for you. 

Ye callous, cold, and craven crew I 

Was there indeed nor hand nor heart 

Nor soul to act the glorious part ? 

Ye dastards of a mighty race, 

Italians last and worst disgrace — 
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X8 EBMINIA. 

Though but a Uow your bonds had bi^ke, 
Ye had not soul to make the stroke. 
Oh ! may ye live through endless years 
To feel the chflin youi* nation Wettrs-^ 
To meet the taunts and bear ike scx)fn 
Of legions yet to earth unborn. 
Or, if your day to dust must tum^^M 
May all your heardes^ oonea bum^ 
Like those of did to darkness driven 
Beneath the ligbtmng flash ofhtevcn'-M 
And be your ashei^ widely sttown 
O^er every landU^^xcqit your own, 
T%er0 sever more nor rest nor giave^^ 
The land ye snglit and would not asvcM-' 
The land y^ flung tor bonds and di anie" ■ 
That wreck of an immortal name !* 
And Zarb, wherever his home migb; be, 
Had fot^ht and bled for lib«^-i* 
Bat drsnBi at length to ttead witb shvef 
A soil where deep incignait graves 
Cry shame apon ita fiving raccMM^ 
Where nor « semUanee nol' a traof 
Of that oiice itegbty Sfnrit bumed 
Which skves and tyrants eV had spimied-^*- 
Which witb it» broad and brilSant blase * 
Filled isles and nations wifth 
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He fought— inglorious !— for the spoils 

That spring froon dark and daring bioUs, 

With ^nighted trarellem^Hnr wbea day 

Poured down his brightest^ fiercest r»y. 

His b^ad of rapine firmly ttood. 

Sprung from the mountain^ gl€a)> Qt woQd» 

Nor turned a foot upon the stri£^ 1^ 

Till victors or of gojid or l}fe» 

It chanced that day he left the f«ir 

In her sad dr^mings. of despair^ 

Bich tidings of a prize were borne 

Upon the robbara^ ears that xxnom^ 

And when he reached^ with tmyel dfupap^ 

The c«nfine» of their ca^rerft cwaR 

The h^wsl was» told with lightmng speed: 

And eaipeful did the warricxr h^ 

EttoJi carcumstance of time and note 

To posdec well in fwivate ihoyght. 

'TwassoGaaii!€apbred*«-^Myebi^&! awii^l 

« They must be. met by middle dfty P 

They were a goodly, troop, I ween, 

Who had qj» 4k!imt tfwvA beieoy 

And many m aUy*«imed man 

Was sem m ^imtsn^ lear, ofA vaiv 

They met1*-rlikigi thwdev swart apd dm 

That fiery Imto nuh^ ^pcm 
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/ The unequal host — ^his mighty sword 
/ like lightning flashed amongst the hord( 
There quivers wide an open breast- 
Here skulls are cloven to the chest — 
There, writhing in the extrrane of pain, 
S(»ne horse hoof crashes throai^ the brain,. 
And gives at cmce the wished rdief 
Of death^s repose from dying grief. 
Fierce fou^t they all, and few remained 
To reck of booty lost or gained-— 
Although the bandits won the prize. 
Light looked it in their weary eye»--* 
Even Zarb himself from out the fray 
Was borne in litter rude away-— 
That spirit, whose wild scatning power- - 
Had dealt such death in (me short hom* ! 
And there were stretched, that evening, cold. 
Who, in the morning, young and bdld. 
Stood ready gaged for joy or strife. 
In all the blo(»n of lusly life. 

VI. 
Prophetic truth was on the tongue 
Of Ithat yoimg Poet when he sung, 
As fate^s dark page he pcmdered o'^er, ^ -M 

Events to come cast shade before r 
And neV event caist surer shade^ 
Than did the dream of that young maid. 



'**■ 



.Sdib. 



4 



*• i 






■\^. 



-f .41. 



ERMINIA. S5 

Old Asem and his only son 
Have fatal conference begun. 
Which all aloud may not be said, 
Concerning thee, thou lovely maid ; 
And where the intent may not be spoken, 
Fast follows tke dumb, damning token. 
Thy fate is fixed !— the hotirs they number 
That wing between thee and the slumber 
In which the sleeper dreameth not— . 
Nor eveii is dreamt of-— all forgot. 
Yes ! maid, a dotard'^s fame to save 
Must see thee in an early grave- 
Untimely sent, unwept, unshriven. 
Nor yet by man nor God forgiven ! 

VII. 
**TiiSr night once more— «but not such night 
As streams through earth and air a light 
Of loveliness — the funeral-clouds 
Span oVr the arch like ebon shrouds. 
By which each hue of light and love 
Remain but visible above— 
The gentle stars thdr lustres turn 
To where empyreal splenliours bum. 
And nought descends to earth below, 
V But terror, bloodshed, death, and woe. 
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'Tis true, the murky Iront of heaven ^ 

A shower of briefest tears had given^ 
But ceased full «oon, nor came her bow. 
The olden sign of p^ace to show, 
From which it might be augured well 
There would be after those that fell : 
And there were many— ^bitter— deep — 
Fell fast when most on earth do sleep : 
^Tis then the mournful, sleepless wretch^ 
EQs haggard, lisdess length will stretch 
Upon the flinty couch he wears 
And wets with unavailing tears : 
^is then the moans in anguish sent. 
Of human misery darkly pent 
In folds of steel and cells of stone. 
For deeds unthought, perchance unknown,. 
Breathe fsindy forth in sounds of fear 
Upon the Great Etemal'^s ear — 
Distresang all the blest that be 
Within thy sphere, Eternity ! 
There is a light ia Aaem's hall, 
And shadows darkening on the wall 
Denote where muffled murder creeps 
» To the couch where lonely beauty sleeps— 
A sire and son in league agreed 
To see a daughter, sister bleed ! 
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A sire and son !— -oh ! death and shame ! 

Oh ! for a flash of that fierce flame 

The daring Youth of Athene stole," 

To light ye onward to your goal ! 

Or one dark look that might supply 

The withering glance of Vathek's eye !' 

Lo ! where she lies — a thing of light ! j\. 

As calm, as beauteous, and as bright. 

As all the sainted forms that be 

Enwreathed in immortality ! 

How light her heaving bosom moves— 

A shrine for little aerial Loves 

In her ambroaal breath to play, 

And wile the hours of sleep away— 

A night, when human woe despairs, 

Might calm and chase its keenest cares— ^ 

When fear and phrenzy forth were driven. 

Fulfil each dreain it had of heaven* 

And will that snowy skin she wears 

The dull cadaverous dye assume ? 
That hue each holy seraph bears, *» 

Will that imbibe a chamel bloom ? 
Oh ! yes— -and darkly on that breast 

The slimy maggots feasts will hold — 
But then that heart will be at rest. 

And that warm bosom will be cold — 
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Nor will she fed— hcht will she know 
Of aught that passes there bdow-— 
In that lone alenoe laid at last, 
Love, grief, pain, pleasure, will be past 
And on thqr went and near they came 
where the little faithfiil flame 
e her poured its ray, 
in Nature^s grace she lay-— 
One started, shuddered, and had fled. 
But, by the other^s grasp imped. 
Remained per force, to hear with awe 
The mandates of parental law :-— 
" What wouldflt thou, boy — ^wotddst dare to fly, 
*<Nor see the asp that stings me die? 
^^ Whose powers l^faargic not alone 
** On me are flung — ^but on thine own 
^< Life-blood convey the chilling sleep, 
*' That soon for feeling grows too d eep - 
« Stay !— or by all "-— 

*< Tb meet I should, 
<< At your behest, imbrue in blood 
^ These hands that never never yet 
" Destroyed the life of aught they met— 
*«Butrfi! not now— my tmnHing wdght 
" Would not dedde an insect's fate— 
*< My quivering hand, its tremor such, 
« Would 'waken by its very touch." 
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** Now, Julian, now, this very night 
"Sheperishes-andinmysight-. 

The eyes alternately for years 

She gemmed with joy, or dimmed with tears, 
<^ That beamed upon her earliest moan, 

Will glare above her latest groan — 

These hands that stayed her infant hei^t, 
« When first her feet commenced theiir flight, 
<^ With fdl arrest will grasp her breath, 
^^ Till beauty blackens into death.*^ 
So stem the tone in which he spoke. 
The lovely, ill-starred maid awoke, 
Their purpose instant understood^ 
For every lineament cried ** blood !** 
One moment— £xHn h^ couch she sprung, 
And round her father^s knees she clung— 
With every acticm that endears 
She bathed his very feet with tears :— ^ 
** Oh ! &ther ! mercy !— -brother ! qiare 
" The object of your earliest care— » 
<< Oh ! for my poor dead mother'^s sake 
<^ The life 9he gave me do not take— 
" Or, if you must ! — ^but let me live 
" To plead to Him who wUl forgii 
«* One moment for a dying prayer-— 
<< Still I may win on entrance thoe: 






*• 



.^■;- 



1 /* ."■ ■ 



t^ 



TJ",- . 



\ 






30 BRMINIA. 

" 'Tis not too late for me to gain 

" What never yet was sought in vain— 

<^ Down with that hand !— hah ! — mer^— 

No aid, 
In vain the fated maiden prayed— 
In vidn those thrilling mercy-cries— 
Flimg back-— pressed down-Hshe gasp&— die 

dies! 
And thou, the murderer and the.&ore^ 
Who saw unmoved thy child expire, 
And sunk not soul-struck at her side, 
What futiure doom may thee betide ? 
Perchance thoult live to later age. 
An honoiu*ed, prudent, happy sage, 
Fotgetful of the murderous strife. 
And all thy daughter'^s tears for life. 
Who shouldst, like that dull girl of yore. 
Who dwelt upon the Grecian shore. 
Like thee, who pity could disown. 
Have petrified at once to stone,**' 
A monument of hate eteme. 
All bloodless, blasted, cold, and stem. 
Now give we, ere we shut the scene. 
One lingering look at what has been— 
One single tear of deep regret 
For that which may be brightness yet— 
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A last, a farewell glance at thee. 
Dead maid of doubtful memory : 
Withdraw that cover— powers of bliss ! 
Who could have thought such change as this P 
That deep, dark, horrid, stiffened stare— 
The look and form of choaked despair — 
Those livid lips distraught and curled— 
That face that might have lost a world — 
Oh ! hide it — ^hide it— deep, deep, deep, 
Unfathomed in oblivionV sleep ! 

VIII. 
And as the mistress of that bower 
(Its sweetest and its fairest flower,) 
Died and decayed, so even they 
Declined and withered day by day. 
Till flower nor bud might there be seen. 
Where nought but love and bloom had been. 
'Twas said the roses, ere they died. 
With each a deeper hue supplied. 
Shed crimson tears in their decay. 
And slowly wept themselves away. 

IX. 
To Zarb at length the tidings came 
With warrant of a menial^s name. 
Who somewhat knew, and more had guessed," 
And darkly hinted at the resU— 



^ 



V- 






32 EBMINIA. 

While yet his ill-leached wounds were wide. 

While yet upon his shrunken side 

His sabre^s weight might not be tied; 

But then his young and glowing soul 

Bevisited its wonted goal. 

And) in the depth of his distress. 

Mourned o^er its voiceless loneliness. 

And every sword of that sniaQ bohd 

Is in its furious owner^s hand^ 

And vengeance measureless is vowed. 

With tone and gesture fierce and loud. 

And lo ! ere many days had sped 

Above the unrequited dead, 

There was a deed of vengeance done 

Upon that hoary, he^ess on^-^ 

And there was left upon thcU field 

A brand that few might bear or wield — 

And whose soever the task might be, 

It had been wielded deftily. 

For on its blade from point to hilt 

You traced the guilty blood it spilt. 

With tangled brain, grey hair, and gore, 

In rude admixture scattered oV. 

But never more in that wide land 

Was seen the master of that brand. 

He went and wandered none knew where, 

Perchance the victim of despair — 
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For few indeed on earth there tu« 
May latd it o^er their bosom's wacr^ 
Or grasp the ravs^es of ire^ • ' ^ 
When every pasacHi is on fire— i- ^^ 

The outward eye may cettse its gA»ij '* 
, Nor rudely tell in Sash and bkze ^ ' 
Of each far.dmhg, renamed aart; *^^ 
That rankles In 'thid human' h&m^- - 

But still that pestft^hce of mind, . 3 

Which nodmlg human e^er can Innds ^■ 
Untired, udtimied, and uncontrolled^ 
Fierce rages till its seat is coldL 

X. 
And there is one in maniao guise, 
Who sits upon the beach and ^ghs 
Long hours away — and on the sea • • • 
Still ponders deep and wistfully ; 
For ^tis his thought from that far shore, 
A lovely sister will come o'er— 
And he fantastic gttrkhds weaves^ ' 
Of faded flowers and wither^ leaves 
To deck her lovely brows withal— '^ 
Anon, a straying tear will fell, «' • » 
And something in his vacant mind. 
Like echoes dymg on the wind, 
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Will seem to whisper to the youth, 
In tones of long-fi)rgotten truth, 
Another fate — meantime his eye 
Has caught some fresher phantasy, 
Some argent doud^work in the sky-— 
And in a moment all is lost— 
Now, with a wilder phrenzy tossed. 
He raves, blasphemes, tears forth his hair^ 
And flings it wide upon the air— 
And grapples fierce with forms unseen. 
Till failing Nature steps between : 
Now, racked with ruder thoughts no more, 
He^ll weep — and mourn his bruises o'er— 
Betake him to his seat again, 
And watch his sbter o'er the main. 
But when the young moon ^ds the sky. 
To her his thoughts ascend on high. 
And converse hold in upper air 
* With bdngs beautiful and fair- 
Yet on that high and holy ground 
The lovely wanderer is not found— 
Till^ haply, in some sparkling star 
He sees her shining soft and far — 
Then will he agh for soaring wings, 
Some mighty angel's powers of flying— r 
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To mingle with her glitterings, 
And be of that empjrreal ray, 
That never, never fades away— 
That only dims when worlds are dying! 



^« There is a tear for all that die,'''' 

And I will drop a tear for thee ; 
Though yet unwept thy relics lie, * 

They shall not rest unmoumed byme j 

The purest tears that in the eyes 

Of heaven-bom Pity e'er can shine^ 
And sacred Sorrow's softest sighs. 

May rest above a fate like thine. 

More ri^d hearts may deem it meet 

To chide thee for thy idrtue gone — 
While mine retains its faintest beat, 

'Twill sorrow for thy death alone : 

With me a love for thee shall dwell 

That, living, I shall ne'er forget— 
Young, blighted flower !— a long farewell-— 

TPis thus they part who never met 
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Note 1, page 14, 
^< Thf sorrofuPe vwmksa extasy^ 
Vide Macbeth, Act III. Scene 8, 

^ '^ Better be with the dead 
<^ Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
" In restless extasy.'' 

Note % page 15, 
^< Hia moiterless 8upremacyr 
The lines f5rom " And this is love," to " never 
dies," were in part suggested by the perusal of an 
affecting story which I copied a consdderable time 
ago from the Examiner newspaper. It is entitled 
^'liOve in crumnal Life," and is briefly this:— 
Some young men in a state of intoxication, or 
otherwise, wandered into one of those retreats for 
smiling faces and broken hearts which cover the 
site of what was formerly St George^s Fields, 
where they' were struck by the lamentations of a 
young woman, who appeared to be in a state of 
dreadful affliction— -their compassijon was excited, 
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and they induced her to relate* her story. She 

was atdng one day in an apartment in her father^s 

house, looking at the people pasang in the streets, 

when a young man with a liandsome countenance 

shaded with dark ringlets and dressed in leathers 

came up and said, ^^ I am very hungry. Miss, 

would you g^ve me a crust of 'bread ?^ He was 

immediately Bupi^id)^ and tifter expressing many 

« 
thanks, withdrew.- It was, howeverjonly'tcy re- 

tum-«-i«n intimacy wasfermed, and seduction suc- 
ceeded-— her father^ house was abandoiiSd for an 
asylum with her lover, who^'she^sobnfbiknd was 
<< upon the cross,^ (acant.jduasie for bdng a thief.) 
Having beeQ ei^aged in some despite enterprise^ 
he. ^wa6 i^t to CddbaOi JFields^ prison. ' There 
she' went* tor fssk him^ and they would istand fiar 
ndiole dqrsi^ at the .giatingi'^4heic^haBd8--locked:*in 
eaicii ether* throu^ the bars ^ He wastried^ and 
senteilted-^Wdeatiij'aad'this was what had thio\m 
the ^1 into sobh an agony of grief; She 'said; 
<< if he could but' be got ofi^ sfafe would- da ai^ 
thing— H^e*w6fddwalk^the street ^firom^mamin|^i)o 
night, and take- th^n^axKBt 'pittances ^io support 
hm alive, and out of hannV way.^ Interest was 
made to change his fate, and it was with some dif* 
ficulty accomplished, 'for he^as quite i desperado. 
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fflid he was transported. A sum of money was 
collected for the ^1, and she was advised to think 
no more of him — ^but all in v^ — she was incon- 
solable for his loss, and could not wean her heart 
&om the comely hut unfortunate youth who had 
first won it by his waving ringlets,'his distress, 
and the pity she felt for it. 

**To shew that power of love, how great 

*' Beyond all human estimate !" 
Polhf and her Ma(^eath bre not a fable — the fic- 
tion of the poet's pen. Oh ! no. They are parts 
(rf* every day life, and illustrate the deepest princi- 
ples of our nature. " Love cannot be constrained 
by mastery." Its empire is too mighty, like that 
of the sea— 4t cannot be kept out by forms of law 
^ts everlasting spring gushes out, overflows, and 
melts the human heart, in spite at the dykes and 
fraces of systems of morality. Where life is, 
there is love to sustain and warm it. The poor 
prostitute feeb it far some " gentle George ;" the 
thief "on the cross" feels his withra«d heart re- 
vive within him when the tear of jaty fixtm fond 
^es drops on his haggard cheek i • • • • 
If this should ever meet l!ie writer's eye, I trust 
he will pardon the liberty I have taken in telling 
his interesting story. 
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Note 8, page 17, 
And day seemed brighter as the eyes 
Of young Erminia met the sJcies. 
Vide The Bevenge, Act 6, Scene 1, 
" Ye powers, with what an eye she mends the day.** 
Also, in Measure for Measure, 

" And those eyes, the break of day, 

^^ Lights thai do mislead the mom.^ 

Note 4, page 19, 

When godUke Reason is at rest. 

" When monarch reason sleeps, the mimic wakes.'* 

I have thought proper to point out these re^ 

semblances, lest at a future period they should be 

pointed out for me— -and that in another light &om 

which I view them. Mr A. A. Watts, indeed^ 

may find plagiarism here, and, for aught I know, 

elsewhere— but the discoveries of such critics are 

my diversion, or rather I should say— my deriaon. 

With the ancients. Justice was depictured blind—* 

but, then, how majestic ! With Mr Watts she is 

not only sufficiently blind, but lame into the bar-- 

gain, and hobbles most ludicrously. Should any 

of my readers feel sceptical on this point, I refer 

them to his strictuiJes ojai certain of Lord Byrotf s 

Foams in th^ Liierqry Gazette. "I would go 

fifty miles oaa foot (says the author of " Mabia,") 
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to kiss the hand of that man, whose generous heart 
will give up the reins of his imagination into his 
author's bands — he pleased he knows not why, 
and cares not wherefore." " Alas! poor Yoriek!" 
I would thou wert alive to-day — I would go thy 
fifly miles mth thee every step, and for the same 
- purpose. 

Note 5, page SS, 
Beneath, the lightning Jf ash of heaven. 
" And Elijah answered and said to the captain of 
fifty, if I Jca man of God, then let firecome down 
frtMB heaven, and consume thee and thy fifty. And 
ihsia came down fire Jrom heaven and consumed 
him and his fifty." Sd £!ings, c 1, v. 10. 

Note 6, page 22, 
T%ai vjreck qftm immartal name. 
From the commencement of this section to 
this line was written when' the Neapolitans made 
such a UEMOBABLE STBUQGLE for their Liberty. 
Such a termination to a warfare about to be com- 
menced undear such auc^ces 
*<i3eaerves a lash, oh! wag^tier &r fhan mine." 
Note 7, page 24, 
Evntta to come cast shade h^ore. 
A feeble transcript &om Campbell's beautifiil 
Poem entitled " Lochiers Warningj" 
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" 'Tis the sunset of life gives me mystical lore, 
^^ And coming events cast their shadows before.*" 

Note 8, ;^e 27, 
The daring Youth of Athens stele. 
When Jupiter deprived the earth of fire, Prome- 
theus, assisted by Minerva, ascended the skies and 
stole a quantity from thei chariot of the sun, which 
he succeeded in bzinging down on the end of his 
ferula. lempeiere^s classical dict. 

Note 9, page 27, 

The mtliering glcmce of Vaihelc's eye. 

The Caliph Vathek, grandson of Haroun Al Ras- 

mm 

chid, had a pleasing and majestic figure, <^but 
when he was angry, one of his eyes became so ter- 
rible that no person could bear to behold it ; and 
the wretch upon whom it was fixed, instantly fell 

• ■ 

backward and sometime expired." See "Vathek,'' 

a tale of great beauty^ iRvce, and interest 

Note 10. page 80, 

Have petrified at once to skme. 

■ < ' ^ 

Anaxarete, a ^1 of SUunis, . who so arrogantly 

despised the addresses of Ipbis, a youth of ignoble 

birth, that the lover hung himself aff'her door.— 

4 

She saw this sad spectacle without emotion or pity, 
and was changed into a stone. lempeis^e. 
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Note 11, page 86. 
TThere is a tearjiyr cU thaJt dkeT 
From Bjnrorfs Lines on the death of Sir Peter 
Parker. His Lordship has also beautifully ex- 
pressed the same idea in the 3d Canto of Don 
Juan, Stanza 118, where he exclaims 
^^ Ah \ surely nothing dies but something mourns.*" 
A sentiment which will meet a ready response in 
every bosom firaught with the exalted impulses of 
genuine sensibility, ^was this idea which indu- 
ced the hardy peasant of Stebne to weep over the 
dying lamb of << another^s flocL^ ^^ Oh ! had I 
oome one moment sooner ! it bleeds to death— his 
gentle heart bleeds with il>— !^ 
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THE END. 



